we were taken to a theatre afterwards, provoked only a
smile from the restless little group, and in the end I had
to leave my very capable secretary to deal with some late
arrivals and take my cocktail in the bathroom, to which
one particularly assiduous young gentleman resolutely
followed me. My wife, who had made her excuses at
least an hour earlier, was engaged with another small
group of late arrivals when I descended, and we made our
escape from the hotel hy the hack premises.

We spent the next two days in New York, as my

agent had made a good many business appointments for

me, and on Sunday took the noon train to Boston.   Our

arrival there had a good home-coming flavour about it

that New York could never offer.   If as a younger man I

had taken up my residence in the States I should have

always chosen a part where Boston was my capital city.

My wife had a small crowd of relatives to meet her and

I had my dear friend, Alfred Mclntyre, whose cheerful

smile in any country is always a welcome sight.   He had

engaged a suite for us at the Ritz-Carlton, which is one

of the most comfortable hotels I have ever stayed in, and

there I was interviewed and photographed for an hour,

and later went to the Mclntyres' with my wife and her

sister and Miss Symes for a quiet meal and talk of old

times.

imes.

During the next three days I was kept busy by luncheons,
dinners and cocktail parties and had a very interesting
ride in a police radio car. When I come to think it over,
I do not believe that there was a single disappointing
feature in this visit of mine. I met many old friends and
a great many others whom I should have been very content
to welcome as new ones. I enjoyed seeing again William
Dana Orcutt, who many years ago had given me the first
party I had attended in Boston. He looked scarcely a
day older than when he had written In Quest of the Perfect
Book. The Mclntyres' friends, however, consisted chiefly
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